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The Greatest Man 





Adolf Hitler 1s unique in history because he... 


1. created a world view, which is 

2. based on the laws of nature, 

3. achieved political power, 

4. successfully implemented his teachings in 
a brief six year prewar period, 

5. then held off nearly the entire world for six 
years during the biggest war in human history, 
and 

6. became immortal and ultimately invincible 
even in what appeared to be absolute defeat. 


Half a century after Adolf Hitler's physical 
death, his legacy - the National Socialist Idea - 
survives and even grows despite an unprece- 
dented campaign of persecution and demoniza- 
tion. 

Precisely the military defeat of the Third 
Reich actually escalated the evolution of Na- 
tional Socialism from a German nationalist 
movement into a pan-Aryan racial nationalist 
movement! 

The Soviet Empire has collapsed from its 
own inner decay. The capitalist "new world 
order" continues to rot despite its external ex- 
pansion. National Socialism, however, is alive 


Who Ever Lived 





and well! (Having survived 1945, it can sur- 
vive anything! ) 
But National Socialism would be unthinkable 
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Pilgrimage 


Today it seems to me providential that fate 
should have chosen Braunau am Inn as my 
birthplace. And so this little city on the 
border seems to me the symbol of a great 
MISSION. 


Adolf Hitler, MEIN KAMPF, Vol. 1, Ch. I 


I was beginning to feel the thousands of 
miles and three days travel by airliner, ferry 
boat and rail from Chicago as my train out of 
Salzburg sped across a green countryside of 
silver rivers interlacing ginger-bread villages. 
Black and gray clouds skidded low over the 
primeval mountains, alternately concealing and 





Hitler at the entrance of Braunau am Inn 


revealing their ragged summits - a lovely, dra- 
matic, constantly changing panorama of Upper 
Austria. But I was more exhausted than exhila- 
rated and yearned for a warm bed in a friendly 
Gasthof. 

My weariness fled and an adrenalin-rush the 
next station bearing the name "Braunau am 
Inn." Though I planned to arrive in this little 
Medieval town for many months, seeing that 
station name for the first time through the train 
window was a shock. I had made it! I was real- 
ly here' Shouldering my back-pack, I walked 
through a cold down-pour a couple of miles 
from the station to lonely Linzer Strasse, where 
I inquired at the Maybrau Gasthof. I was in 
luck. The landlady told me that every other 
place in Braunau and for miles around had 
been booked, often months in advance. "I don't 
wonder at it," I said cryptically, and she smiled. 
"The whole world is here this month." "What?" 
I gasped. "Just wait. You'll see!" And she left 
me alone to ponder her enigma in my comfort- 
able little cubicle. 

I awoke at dawn to a morning still damp from 
yesterday's showers. But the town was alive 
with village activity and I admired the wonder- 
ful, harmonious blending of modem life-shops 
and homes with the traditional buildings and 
streets of bygone centuries. I continued to the 
end of Linzer Strasse, which opened into an 
airy Market Square straight out of the middle 
ages. At its south end stood the Salzburger Tor, 
a massive archway that five hundred years ago 
guarded the original entrance to Braunau. 
Through the other side, the street bridge cross- 
es a small tributary of the River Inn. Perhaps 
one hundred fifty meters from the Tor still ex- 
ists a large, plain white-washed building today 
occupied by apartment dwellers. It was to this 
apparently unremarkable structure in an ob- 
scure Austrian town that I had come to visit 
from the other side of the world. For here, in 
the house on Salzburger Vorstadt, was born 
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Pilgrimage 


earth's greatest son, and I had arrived to cele- 
brate his one hundredth birthday. 

Nor was I alone, as I learned the following 
day when regular troops and special forces of 
the Austrian Army abruptly occupied Braunau 
am Inn. Transportation over the bridge to the 
German border was sealed off, and persons 
entering the town were required to present 
proof of residency. A military helicopter cir- 
cled low over-head as dozens of armored per- 
sonnel-carriers rattled through the old market 
Place. In scenes reminiscent of Hollywood 
propaganda movies from the 1940's, soldiers 
bearing machine guns swaggered among the 
bemused villagers and helmeted figures with 
pistol-packing officers stationed themselves at 
watch-points. Posters appeared throughout the 
town announcing in no uncertain terms that 
Braunau was under martial law. All forms of 
public demonstrations, the government plac- 
ards warned, from 1400 hours Wednesday until 
900 hours Friday were strictly forbidden. 
Speaking in a loud voice to more than two per- 
sons, street gatherings or sidewalk pickets, the 
distribution of handbills, the shouting of slo- 
gans, even persons wearing "suspicious cloth- 


ing", were subject to immediate arrest and 
prosecution under Austria's "anti-Nazi" legisla- 
tion. 

The self-satisfied proponents of democracy 
were behaving precisely like their own nasty 
caricatures of "totalitarian Fascists." But just 
before their arrival the town was inundated by 
thousands of "outsiders" from all over Europe 
and America, even Australia, South Africa and 
the Orient. Poor little Braunau swelled with 
visitors, and the atmosphere grew increasingly 
heavy with tense expectation. There were ru- 
mors on everyone's lips. Werewolf commandos 
were supposed to raise a swastika flag over the 
Salzburg Tor at midnight. Jew assassins were 
believed prowling the streets at night. Terror- 
ists from Milan were going to bum Simon Wie- 
senthal's effigy in front of the Mayor's home. 
Public apprehension was not assuaged when 
government troops pulled a barricade across 
Salzburger Tor, sealing off the Old Vorstadt 
with its forbidden zone. Through the archway I 
could see the street beyond, eerie for its en- 
forced emptiness. 

By late evening, the Market Square was 
largely deserted save for the soldiers at their 
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posts. But all the taverns and restaurants were 
crowded with lively celebrants. Shortly before 
midnight things began to happen. At the Gann 
Hotel, not far from the Salzburger Tor with its 
barricade, someone ordered bottles of the 
house's finest champaign, and toasts went all 
around in birthday greetings. In the Ratskeller 
of my own Maybrau, at the table next to mine, 
surrounded by university students from Mu- 
nich, a young man stood up smartly, rattled his 
right arm in outlawed salute and yelled at the 
top of his lungs, For the Greater German 
Reich, Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!"No one 
bothered him or his companions. 

Being alone, my own celebration was a qui- 
eter affair. I walked to the nearby vacant Mar- 
ket Place and sat at a bench under the great 
village clock. I looked up towards the sky. The 
clouds which had covered most of Central Eu- 
rope for the past week were cleared away, and 
the observable stars danced inexorable into 
their fateful positions as the brazen lungs of 


the portentous clock ponderously chimed out 
the midnight. To be in this place, at this mo- 
ment - there are no words. When the last stroke 
echoed into eternity, I hit the play-button on 
my little tape player. The Badenweiler, his fa- 
vorite march, throbbed in my headphones. 

Next morning, the Market Square was 
jammed with a mass of expectant people. They 
all seemed to be waiting, waiting - waiting for 
what? For whom? It was though he himself 
were about to appear at any moment, perhaps 
standing erect in a big black Mercedes. Maybe 
they expected something like that. The living 
spirit, the emotionally tangible presence of the 
man who for forty years after his physical 
death summoned the world's attention to his 
birthplace grew more intense, manifested itself 
more powerfully. 

Toward noon, a group of Italian Fascists 
mysteriously appeared in the middle of the 
crowd. One of them, defying the overwhelming 
presence of the authorities, attempted to speak. 
We bring birthday greeting to the greatest hero 
of the White Race! He lives forever in the 
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Braunau am Inn 


Pilgrimage 
hearts and minds of his blood brothers and 
sisters! No Jew-tyranny." - The soldiers 


pounced on him and his comrades, but not be- 
fore they got off a salute to the stunned on- 
lookers. Some in the crowd dared to salute 
back. Others cheered and a few began singing 
the old stormtrooper song, "Bruder in Zechen 
und Gruben," apparently a witty reference to 
the Italian's brief speech about "blood- 
brothers." The police hauled out even these 
respondents for arrest, a heavy bust in this part 
of the world. 

My own little celebration took place behind 
this hubbub, in the Pfarrkirche Square of the 
magnificent 15th Century cathedral, St. Stef- 
ans. First, I descended the nearby subterranean 
memorial to the war dead, a public epithet 1n- 
scribed on its walls with the names of the fallen 
from Braunau. In the center of the floor lies a 
representative of a soldier asleep in heroic 


death. On the northern wall is an honor roll of 
the warriors who died at Stalingrad. Here I 
placed a bouquet of flowers with a small scroll 
reading, "And you have yet conquered!" 
Climbing the stairs out of the memorial, I 
crossed to the Pfarrkirche, where I laid a flow- 
ering evergreen wreath with his photograph in 
the center of the altar and lit the top-most offer- 
tory candle. 

While meditating in the pew, I saw an old 
woman come in and directly to the altar where 
she noticed my wreath with its photo. Although 
apparently thunderstruck by her discovery, she 
did not disturb the evergreen. Other people 
came, saw it with obvious astonishment, but 
left it untouched. 

I went to the rear of the cathedral to see the 
ancient font at which the infant was baptized, 
then returned to the bright sunlight of the 
crowded Market Square. These simple quiet 
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events, in their telling, cannot begin to convey 
the deeply moving quality and profound emo- 
tional experience of this Day of Days, certainly 
the most inwardly inspiring day of my life. Un- 
til that April day, I had largely despaired of our 
prospects for success. That immeasurable ca- 
lamity - the loss of WWII - appeared irrecover- 
able. Since the sorrowful end of that catastro- 
phe for earthly civilization, the movement has 
struggled forward, fallen and struggled forward 
again in an era when the mesmerizing powers 
of evil seem invincible. 

But on that April 20th, on the hundredth an- 
niversary of his birth, at his sacred birthplace, 
the unlooked for realization gradually dawned 
on me that I had been narrow-minded in con- 
fining my appreciation of the movement's de- 
velopment and progress within my own thin 
slice of time. His idea is an ETERNAL con- 
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At the grave of his parents 


cept. The historical consequences he set 1n mo- 
tion are a tidal wave of events, gaining irre- 
pressible momentum with the years and far into 
the future. Our Movement is the application of 
the laws of Nature to human affairs, and Nature 
is omnipotent. It may be thwarted temporarily, 
but its powers only build in frustration to even- 
tually crash forward more furiously than ever 
before. 

On April 21st after the authorities lifted their 
barricades to his house, the crowds surged to- 
ward it like Moslems around the Holy Stone of 
Mecca. I was among many strangers, but we all 
suddenly felt kin to one another, brothers and 
sisters of the swastika, and being together in 
this venerated place was like homecoming. His 
spirit enfolded us all, made us his comrades and 
filled us with reassurance for the future. The 
mere fact that we had come from all over the 
earth to this place, at this special time in the 
midst of a hostile world, was proof enough that 
the idea lived yet' It was as he said in the film, 
"Triumph of the Will" - the "command of our 
hearts" brought us together. We felt a singular 
pride in the awareness that future generations 
will envy us who gathered here at this unique 
moment to light a birthday candle surrounded 
by a vast night time of ignorance and evil. 
From that flame will simultaneously spread a 
beacon to enlighten our racial kinsmen and a 
fire to incinerate the poisoners of our posterity. 

I had come to Braunau am Inn to offer him 
what paltry celebrations I could to honor his 
memory. But he gave me a gift as great as life 
itself - renewed, unshakeable belief in our inev- 
itable, absolute triumph. Heil Hitler! A thou- 
sand time Heil Hitler! 


Katti 


The Greatest Man Who Ever Lived 


without the one man known as Adolf Hitler. 

Born at the close of the second millennium, 
the National Socialist Idea will grow and blos- 
som in the third. And so Adolf Hitler is not 
only the Man of the Millennium. - Adolf Hitler 
is the Man of TWO millennia! 


Gerhard Lauck 


From Ivory Tower to Privy Wall: 
On the Art of Propaganda 


by George Lincoln Rockwell (circa 1966) 


Continued from the previous issue 


For the upper-middle classes -- the college gradu- 
ates, professionals, and business executives -- the 
Jews produce their Harper's Magazine and Atlantic 
Monthly "think-pieces," which are genuinely intel- 
lectual but nevertheless so subtly poisoned by false 
basic assumptions and misdirections that all the 
thinking in the world is bound to lead only to error. 
This is the sort of thing one finds among the sincere 
race-mixers and liberals, who have been taught, as 
religious dogmata, that anything other than democ- 
racy is unthinkable, that black men are only white 
men with dark skins, and that all opponents of liber- 
alism are "fascists" who seek to murder almost eve- 
rybody and who have no ideas other than bloodshed 
and tyranny. Starting with these as unquestionable 
premises, the most sincere and well-intentioned 
"thinking" in the world can produce nothing but the 
race-mixers, liberals, beatniks, rebels, and lost souls 
who are swarming like maggots in every intellectual 
center of our civilization. 

Finally, there is the devilishly clever, 1vory-tower 
propaganda designed for the truly intellectual and 
highly sophisticated academic community, which 
actually does examine even basic premises. For this 
latter, elite class, even though it is tiny, the Jews 
spare no effort or money. For were the intellectual 
leaders of a nation to see through all the propaganda 
on the lower levels, it would sooner or later be dis- 
astrous to the Jews, when the elite had warned the 
masses. For this minute, top group, the Jews actual- 
ly produce manufactured "facts" of the most basic 
nature. 

To give an example of this incredible process, let 
me cite the method they have used to make it a dog- 
matic "fact" that there are no measurable, scientific 
differences between races and, therefore, no races at 
all! The Jews first got a few of their boys into top 
university spots (Columbia University being an out- 
standing, but by no means unique, example) with 
the express purpose of giving academic respectabil- 
ity to their "there-is-no-such-thing-as-race" lie. One 
of the first and most important of these was Franz 


Boas, a Jew heavily involved in communist causes, 
who sent congratulations to Stalin on his birthdays 
{Jewish Voice, January, 1942! and whose red rec- 
ord cannot be doubted by any objective observer. 
This communistic Jew began teaching anthropology 
at Columbia University in 1896 and dominated the 
anthropology department there until his death in 
1942. Meanwhile he produced one book after anoth- 
er "proving" that there were no such things as racial 
differences among men {Kultur und Rasse (Leipzig, 
1914); Anthropology and Modern Life (New York, 
1928); Aryans and non-Aryans (New York, 1934); 
General Anthropology (Boston, 1938), The Ques- 
tion of Race: Aryans and non-Aryans. Are They 
Distinctive Types? (New York. 1940); Race, Lan- 
guage, and Culture (New York, 1940): Race and 
Democratic Society, a post-mortem collection of his 
writings (New York, 1945), to name but a few.} 
The whole of Jewry pitched in to boost their boy. 
Boas was praised in every Jewish-owned newspaper 
and periodical and given every academic prize they 
could promote. Little by little, Boas gained such 
"stature" by this Jewish mutual-admiration society 
technique that he became an "acknowledged author- 
ity" in social anthropology and ethnology. His stu- 
dents and colleagues at Columbia -- Herskovits, 
Klineberg, Ashley Montagu, Weltfish -- as unsa- 
vory a collection of left-wing Jews as one might 
hope for -- spread his doctrines far and wide, delib- 
erately poisoning the minds of two generations of 
American students at many of our largest universi- 
ties {Carleton Putnam, Race and _ Reason 
(Washington, 1961), pp. 18, 47}. 

Meanwhile, honest race researchers were given 
the opposite treatment, full use being made of eco- 
nomic boycott and unlimited intellectual smear. 
Honest anthropologists couldn't get their books pub- 
lished or, if published, distributed {Ibid., pp. 19, 
49'. As just one instance, at the time when Boas 
was at the height of his destructive activity, Madi- 
son Grant, president of the New York Zoological 
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From Ivory Tower to Privy Wall 


Society and a trustee of the American Museum of 
Natural History, wrote a study of the racial situation 
in America, entitled The Conquest of a Continent, 
or the Expansion of Races in America (New York, 
1933). The book was flatly contradictory to the Bo- 
as-Jewish racial propaganda and sounded a clear 
warning of the impending danger of serious racial 
degeneration in the United States. Whereupon the 
Anti-Defamation League of B'nai B'rith issued a 
circular letter to publishers, dated December 13, 
1933, in which they blatantly stated that Grant's 
book was "antagonistic to Jewish interests" and 
demanded that it be "stifled" - as it has been! Copies 
of this book -- and any honest book about race -- are 
very hard to find. They are almost nonexistent in the 
university community -- in such places as college 
bookstores and all but a few of the largest university 
libraries. 

This whole intellectual fraud would never work if 
our side had sense enough to understand it and cour- 
age enough to stand up to it. But our side can never 
understand, let alone fight, this vicious Jewish per- 
version of our people and their minds as long as our 
side, like the aforementioned blind men, remains 
utterly mulish in its insistence on amateur and one- 
level propaganda efforts. The left wing has its or- 
ganizations and its propaganda at all levels. And the 
whole left aims the same way -- right at your heart! 
They have their Dean Achesons, their Harvard pro- 
fessors, their White House presidential aides. But 
they also have their brutal goon squads in the streets 
of the steel towns, ready to crack the legs of their 
opponents over a curbstone, as is their quaint cus- 
tom. In between, they have their "soldiers" at all 
levels, and they are all part of the same army of hate 
against the white man and Western civilization. 

Let one of my supercilious, intellectual critics just 
spend an evening watching television or reading a 
teenage magazine -- not for pleasure, but to analyze 
the masterful methods of the Jewish brainwashers, 
and he will see that they do not use intellectual 
propaganda exclusively to do their devilish work, 
but also the most stupid, obvious, and brutal anti- 
intellectual stuff imaginable. At the same time, let 
him examine the explosion of scatology on any big 
newsstand and see just what primitive, rough propa- 
ganda the Jew produces for the mass mind. Even the 
pornographic, illegal "comic books" smuggled from 
kid to kid and man to man are loaded with propa- 
ganda for race-mixing and degeneracy. And there is 
nothing subtle about the disgusting magazines open- 
ly sold for queers. 

The Jews do not confine their attack on us only to 
gutter propaganda or only to goon squads; God 


knows, they certainly have flooded America with 
their filthy and degenerate "literature," "art," and 
"poetry," with their "comedians," their warped stage 
plays, and their savage, jungle "music," while there 
are still plenty of communist muscle squads to 
break your head open if they can't pervert it. In 
short the enemy has brought about a "black miracle" 
of subversion of our people with his multi-level 
propaganda, while the reply of the leaders of our 
people has been almost entirely an attempt to 
"prove," with facts and arguments, that all this is 
"wrong." Right and wrong in propaganda have no 
meaning. There are only effective and ineffective. 
Jewish propaganda couldn't be more wrong, objec- 
tively speaking, but it is almost always right, psy- 
chologically. It is carefully aimed; it is designed for 
a specific audience; it is not concerned with what 
the producers think and feel, but with what the audi- 
ence thinks and feels; and it is uniformly excellent 
and successful in doing the job for which it is in- 
tended. 

Right-wing propaganda, to choose a contrary ex- 
ample, is almost always wrong. It is invariable, sin- 
gle-level material -- usually aimed at the upper mid- 
dle class. It is utterly disdainful of the audience and 
endlessly insists that "the truth will make us free," if 
we just get out enough "literature" (almost none of 
which is read by prospective converts). Almost all 
right-wing literature is read by other right-wingers 
who do not need it. It is basically reactionary, con- 
cerned almost wholly with money, taxes, and pro- 
tection of wealth and vested interests (masked, of 
course, with "deep concern" for the Constitution, 
"our American way of life," and the like). It is in- 
credibly snobbish and contemptuous toward the 
kind of horny-handed, working, hard-pressed 
"ordinary Joe" who, in his millions, makes up the 
masses which have kept FDR, Truman, Ike, JFK, 
and now LBJ in office. 

Surely we need the truth and facts and arguments 
-- but only to win over the officers and noncoms of 
our counter-revolutionary forces and then to educate 
and train them for intellectual combat with the well- 
trained forces of the enemy, not to convert the 
masses. To try to use the "facts and arguments" 
method with the masses of the people is the eternal 
stumbling block of the right wing. By insisting on 
only this method, in its pure (and dull) form, not 
only the right wing, but any movement of national 
regeneration, insures that its material is read only by 
itself and the few Jews whose professional job it is 
to study and neutralize its material. 

Hitler's National Socialist movement not only did 
not make that stupid mistake, but brilliantly exploit- 
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Rockwell used common sense and the average man’s language to address the issues that 
concerned White Americans in the 1960’s. He was neither too crude nor too intellectual. 


From Ivory Tower to Privy Wall 


ed every field of propaganda with inspired material, 
scientifically designed not only to appeal to a few 
stuffy professors -- but to move people, to move 
millions of people in the direction desired. Hitler 
had Julius Streicher's Der Stuermer, full of the wild- 
est and wooliest sensationalism, designed to smash 
its way into the consciousness of the masses, as it 
did. He also had the regular party press, designed to 
reach and convince the great middle class. And, for 
the university community, he had the esoteric mate- 
rial of Alfred Rosenberg, Gottfried Feder, et al. 
Again I stress that, whereas the academic scholar 
is most powerfully influenced by a logical, heavily 
footnoted dissertation at the highest intellectual lev- 
el, the simple farmer or worker is utterly perplexed 
and repelled by "them big words" and is moved 
most effectively by a brutal and earthy presentation 
of a thoroughly subjective, grossly exaggerated pic- 
ture of any situation. Only the latter class of propa- 
ganda can yield the sheer weight of numbers of per- 
suaded people needed to sweep into legal political 
office. The major propaganda of a mass movement, 
therefore, must be of the elementary, direct, and 


emotional kind which alone can win honest hearts 
(and empty heads) -- "boat tickets" and _ the 
Stormtrooper. 

When I began, I purposely made my propaganda 
as brutal and shockingly rough as I could, simply to 
force attention. And I have kept everlastingly at the 
business of building a simple and direct image of all 
-out hostility to "Jews and niggers" in the minds of 
millions of Americans, regardless of the costs in 
other respects. (And when I have the rare opportuni- 
ty to use some mass medium, as was recently the 
case when I gave a long interview to Playboy, I am 
forced to walk a careful line between what I should 
like to say and what the enemy would like to hear 
me say. Unless I deliberately sound at least halfway 
like a raving illiterate with three loose screws, such 
an interview would never be printed. This is another 
thing that most people fail to understand about my 
"Nazi" technique.) After I had become known to 
most Americans, I published the Rockwell Report at 
a somewhat higher level than my previous material 
to begin to recruit some of the brains and funds we 
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needed to proceed. When this had begun to bear 
fruit, I used the talents obtained with the Rockwell 
Report to get back down to the people's level and 
produce a publication designed for the masses, for 
the "average" man, the comic book reader, kids: the 
Stormtrooper. As planned, this is now our most 
popular and largest-circulation publication. And 
were it not for the Jewish ownership of the news 
distribution business, we could sell Stormtroopers 
literally by the millions. 

My Ph.D. critics regularly berate me for the vul- 
gar and brutal material in the Stormtrooper. Because 
these gentlemen don't like to see the word "nigger" 
in print, or crude drawings of Jews, they often insist 
that I am a damned fool, a hoodlum, or an agent 
provocateur, trying to ruin the whole movement by 
printing such rough stuff. These sincere but pitifully 
blind men are going to have to understand that one 
can't win elections with Ph.D. votes. As Goldwater 
proved, one can't win elections even with all the 
upper classes. It is the vast masses of the lower clas- 
ses, the beer-and-dirty-joke-loving workers, on 
whom we must depend finally for survival. The 
Stormtrooper with its pages full of cartoons, vio- 
lence, insults, jokes, and general hell is exciting and 
readable to men who would never, in a million 
years, pick up and read a right-wing tract. 

With a base of operations established and with 
successful publications directed at both the lowest 
and the middle-class levels, the movement 1s finally 
in a position to afford the relative luxury of a publi- 
cation directed exclusively at the academic intellec- 
tual-professional class. The National Socialist 
World, now in your hands, is designed not only to 
reach but to move people in that category. Perhaps 
our material is not what you, personally, enjoy 
most. But our aim, and the aim of the World Union 
of National Socialists, is not to produce material to 
please our friends -- but to win over millions of 
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those who are now our enemies or who are oblivi- 
ous to both sides. The years of success with the 
Stormtrooper and the Rockwell Report give me 
confidence that the new National Socialist World 
will also do what it has been carefully designed to 
do -- that National Socialist World will beat its way 
into the highest intellectual circles just as the 
Stormtrooper smashed its way into the minds of the 
juveniles and working folks. 

Finally, if you'll permit me, I'd like to drive my 
principal point home with one more analogy. If you 
own a grocery store, and a man comes in from a 
painter's truck in overalls to buy groceries, you don't 
try to sell him a one-ounce jar of Russian caviar at 
two bucks a throw. You offer him beef, potatoes, 
and bread. If a French diplomat comes in, you don't 
offer him hawg jowl; you might try the caviar. It is 
the same with propaganda. If you wish to win the 
"trade" of all potential "customers," as we must do 
if we are to survive, you must have in stock a com- 
plete line of goods, especially the kind of goods 
most desired by the majority of your potential cus- 
tomers -- and that means bread, potatoes, and beef, 
not caviar and truffles. If you can open a special 
store to peddle only caviar and truffles, do it in the 
silk-stocking district. Conversely, if you want to 
open another branch to sell only chitterlings, hawg 
jowls, and the like, then do it in the "nigger" section 
of town. And if you want a mass grocery business, 
in the name of sanity, stock up on something be- 
sides caviar and truffles. We intend to win enough 
"customers" to become masters of the grocery busi- 
ness, against the competition of the greatest and 
most complete "chain" operation the world has ever 
seen: "The Sheeney Supermarket," which stocks 
something for everybody. To do it, we have de- 
signed some great products to appeal to specific 
customers: the "hawg-jowl" Stormtrooper, the 
"Delmonico steak" Rockwell Report -- and now the 
"Cherries Jubilee" which you hold in your hand — 
National Socialist World. 


#903-eng. Mein Kampf. Three books in 
one! Mein Kampf by Adolf Hitler plus The 
National Socialist German Workers’ Party 
and its General Conceptions by Gottfried 
Feder plus Adolf Hitler: A Short Sketch by 
Philipp Bouhler. 582pp. Softcover. $25.00. 


#902 The Education of an Evil Genius. 
The autobiography of NSDAP/AO founder 
Gerhard Lauck. 163pp. Softcover. $10.00. 
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( ) Send me the items listed below. (Please include item number, description, and price.) Enclosed is my full pay- 
ment of . Drafts must be payable on a U.S. bank in U.S. currency. Add shipping/handling: Inside the 
USA add 10%; elsewhere add 30%. [Note: We accept EURO banknotes, but not coins. ] 


( ) NS NEWS BULLETIN subscription for the next twelve issues. 30,00 Euro or US$30.00. [Please specify which 
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( ) Join! Become an “Official Supporter” of the NSDAP/AO. Minimum dues 5,00 Euro or US$5.00 per month. 
Initial contribution 30,00 Euro or US$30.00 minimum. (An “Official Supporter” automatically receives the 
NSDAP/AO newsletter in the language version of his choice at no extra charge.) 
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